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| Chats With the Editor 





My Deflated Friend 


“I felt like a deflated tire when I got 
home from a picnic last week,” a friend 
told me not long ago. 

“Why, whatever happened?” I asked. 

“Well,” he said, “it was some Juniors who 
did it.” I opened my mouth to object, but 
he was going on. 

“You see,” he said, “I’ve known these 
young people for a long time, and wanted 
to do something nice for them, so I invited 
them to a picnic. I knew there was a charge 
to get into the picnic grounds, but I was 
sure these Juniors—being so well brought 
up—would expect to have to pay their own 
entrance fee. So I said to myself, ‘Ill sur- 
prise them and pay the fee for them.’ I was 
so sure they would appreciate this that I 
looked forward to spending the money with 
real pleasure. Well, the picnic day arrived 
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and the Juniors lined up at the park en- 
trance. Just as they were getting their 
money out, I stepped up to the ticket win- 
dow and said, ‘I’m paying for all of you 
today.’ It was the big moment I had been 
looking forward to. I expected them to 
say, ‘Boy, that’s swell of you,’ or something 
like it. But do you know what they said?” 

“Er, just Thank you?” I suggested. 

“Oh, no,” he said. “I’d have been pleased 
if they had said that. What they said was, 
‘You mustn’t do that,’ ‘We'll pay for our- 
selves,’ ‘You can’t afford so much.’ And I 
even overheard one of them saying to an- 
other, ‘What’s the matter with him?’ You 
see what I mean? They made me feel like 
a fool to be giving them something. I paid, 
all right, but the joy was gone out of it. 
Please,” he finished, “put something in 
JUNIOR GUIDE to let the Juniors know 
that it is all right for them to let people 
give them things. We don’t want them ex- 
pecting handouts all the time, of course, but 
I think many of them feel it is discourteous 
to accept small gifts. Explain to them that 
a courteous person not only gives gener- 
ously, he also receives graciously.” 

I agree with my deflated friend. Two 
other friends of mine got married but sent 
Out no announcements. Later I asked them 
why. They said, “We didn’t want people 
spending a lot of money buying us gifts.” 
I’ve been annoyed ever since. We had been 
friends for years. It would have been a 
pleasure to have spent something on them. 
But they kept me from having that satis- 
faction. 

I know a lady who grows tomatoes, but 
not because she enjoys eating them. She 
doesn’t care for them very much at all. 
But she spends hours upon hours every 
year growing the plants because she gets 
so much pleasure giving the fruit away. I 
have some in the refrigerator right now! 
Suppose everyone she offered them to re- 
fused to take them. What a lot of pleasure 
she would miss. 

So if a friend, from the kindness of his 
heart, offers you some little gift, don’t re- 
fuse it, or feel you have to pay for it. Be 
courteous and accept it with a grateful 
smile and a simple Thank you. 


Your friend. 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 









THE VANISHED STAIN 


By ARTHUR S,. MAXWELL 


ITA was talking on the telephone to 

her friend Dianne. 

“How would you like to come over for a 
while?” she asked. 

“I'd love to,’ said Dianne. “How about 
your mother and dad?” 

“Oh, they are going out for the evening, 
and Mother said I was to ask you to stay 
with me till they come back.” 

“l'll come right away,” said Dianne. 

“Mother said we were to be good and 
not get into mischief.” 

Dianne laughed. “Imagine ws getting 
into mischief!” 


As Rita moved to make herself more comfort- 
able, the bowl tipped, and spinach soup ran 
all over the couch, making a greasy stain. 





“Mother said she hoped we wouldn't 
mess up anything and give her a lot of 
work.” 

“The idea!” said Dianne. “As if we 
would! Hang up now. I'll be there in a 
jiffy.” 

A few minutes later Dianne arrived. 

“What shall we do?” asked Rita. 

“I'm hungry,” said Dianne. 

“So am I,” said Rita. 

“Let’s get something to eat,” said Dianne. 

“Let's,” said Rita. “What shall it be?” 

They went into the kitchen and looked 
in all the cupboards. To page 18 
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SHE KEPT HER PROMISE 


By LEONARD C. LEE 


UDRA REICHENBACK was sick. Her 
head ached and her throat was sore. In 
fact, she hadn’t known that a throat could 
get so sore. She tried to tell her folks about 
it, but they were getting ready for an auc- 
tion next day and didn’t seem to pay much 
attention. Audra had had scarlet fever and 
was almost well now, so they thought she 
was just a bit spoiled and wanted attention. 
Of course, Audra wanted to get well, and 
she wanted to watch the auction. What 
ten-year-old girl doesn’t want to be around 
where things are going on? 

The next morning Audra didn’t get up 
when Mother called. Mother went to see 
why—and could hardly believe her eyes. 
Audra’s face was swollen and her neck was 
larger than her head. She couldn’t make a 
sound and was gasping for every breath. The 
doctor had to ride five miles on horseback 
to the country home near Alliance, Ohio, 
but he came as fast as his horse could run. 

“It is blood poison, and it has settled in 
her throat,” he said as he examined the 
dying girl. 

Every breath was a struggle, and Audra 
could only look at him with pleading eyes 
that plainly said, “Can’t you do something 
for me?” 

“There isn’t a bit of hope,” the doctor 
said to Mother outside the bedroom door. 
“Not a bit. There isn’t anything I can do, 
nor anybody else. She won’t live more than 
an hour. Call me when she dies so I can 
make out the death certificate and send the 
undertaker.” 


The doctor left, and the folks tried to get 
other doctors to come. Somehow they hoped 
that someone could do something. But every 
doctor when he heard the story of the case 
agreed that there was no hope and refused 
to come. 

Then the parents thought of one last 
hope. Surely God could do something. 
Why hadn’t they thought of Him before? 

Audra’s folks had been led into the 
knowledge and love of God through the 
work of a colporteur in Columbus. Then 
her father, being the oldest son, had moved 
back onto the farm to help out when his 
dad was unable to carry on. There the quiet 
witness of Ben Reichenback and his family 
led his father and mother, an uncle, a brother 
with his family and two sisters, to surrender 
to the love of Jesus and join the Seventh- 
day Adventist Church. Then the old father 
died, and they were selling out so Audra’s 
father could go into the colporteur work. 

It just didn’t seem possible that God 
would let their oldest daughter be snatched 
away from them. 

“Do you believe Jesus can heal you?” 
her father asked as the parents knelt by the 
bed, their hearts torn with pity and anguish 
for the suffering girl. 

Audra couldn’t say a word. It took all her 
strength to fight for breath. Her face was 
turning purple, but she was still conscious. 
She could only nod her head between gasps, 
but in her heart she promised Jesus that if 
He healed her she would give Him her life, 
all her life, every bit of it. 
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Only the angels have a record of the 
earnest prayer that went up to heaven from 
those suffering parents. Something seemed 
to say to them, “Put heat on her throat.” 

Mother heated a bag of salt and put it on 
Audra’s throat. The struggle got harder 
and harder. Audra didn’t think she would 
ever get another breath. Every gasp seemed 
to be the last. Then she couldn’t make it. 
She opened her mouth to cry out in despair, 
and something gave way and she could 
breathe again. All day long, pus drained 
from the swelling. Mother soaked it up in 
rags and burned them. 

That night the doctor called on the tele- 
phone. “Why haven't you called me to re- 
port that girl’s death?” he scolded. “That is 
a dangerous disease, and she should be 
buried right away. You could get into trou- 
ble with the authorities for delaying so long.” 

“But she isn’t dead,” said Audra’s mother. 

The doctor wouldn't believe it. He got 
on his horse and rode the five miles to see. 
They told him about the prayer and the hot 
salt they were impressed to use. He just 
shook his head. But he told the story all 


over the country of the little girl who was 
healed by prayer. 

Audra didn’t get well right away. The 
poison went into her arms and legs and 
they swelled up too, for a while. After the 
swelling went down, the doctor told her 
mother, “If she ever has a baby, it will kill 
her.” 

But Audra said, “When Jesus healed me, 
He healed me all over.” 

And Audra was right. She has two fine 
sons. One is a scientist and the other a 
doctor. And each of them has a son, so you 
see she is a grandmother. 

And did she keep her promise to give all 
her life to Jesus? Yes, she did. She spent 
several years in the colporteur work selling 
magazines. She taught church school and 
worked as a secretary in a conference office. 
Then she met and married a young minister 
and gave her best to make his work suc- 
cessful. 

How do I know all this? Well, you see, 
I was the young minister, and I have been 
Audra’s husband for almost thirty years, and 
I know she kept her promise. 


When the doctor saw Audra’s neck, he said there was absolutely no chance for her to get better. 
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Tales of a South Sea Island Trader—4 





AN AMAZING LEGEND 


By KEITH MOXON 


WAS embarrassed several times on 

Ocean Island,” the South Sea Island 
trader told me as he began his next story. 
“Draw your deck chair a little closer and 
I'll tell you about it.” 

I leaned back comfortably and listened, 
and this is the story he told me. 

Ocean Island is a beautiful place. The 
broad beach is pure white sand, and 
stretches unbroken for hundreds of yards 
along the coast. One section is perfect for 
surfing, for there is a break in the reef at that 
point, and the ocean swells sweep in and 
make fine breakers. 

The dwelling houses are situated on each 
side of a wide main street winding through 
the palm trees. The roofs slope almost to 
the ground. There are no walls—just imag- 
ine! But inside the eaves are big screens 
and blinds that can be let down when the 
people want to be really private. Everything 
is tied together with fiber rope—there’s not 
a nail or a wooden peg in the whole house. 
Remarkable, isn’t it? You might think it’s 
very primitive, but it’s not really. The 
houses are very skillfully made. 

As you swing down the jungle path into 
the village, the first thing you notice is the 
odor of the place. It is quite different from 
the stench you smell in other villages. Here 
the air is filled with the fragrance of thou- 
sands of white lilies that seem to grow every- 
where. 

I remember how embarrassed I was the 
first time I walked down the main street. 
The absence of the walls in the houses 
makes it possible for you to see all the 
daily tasks in action. Women and girls 
brushing their hair, weaving flower chains, 
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changing clothing, bathing babies, plaiting 
screens, eating—yes, even having a family 
quarrel. People talk loudly back and forth 
from home to home, and it is hard to be 
secret about anything. Everybody is inter- 
ested in everything everybody else does, 
anyway. 

As I walk down the main street to the 
trading station, I greet many people I know, 
or others greet me. Now, this greeting bus- 
iness is quite an elaborate affair, and so I 
may be many minutes passing down two 
or three blocks—if I can call them blocks. 
This is the method of greeting. 

VILLAGER: “Capitani, thou shalt be 
blest. Whence comest thou?” 

CAPITANI: “Sir [or Woman}, thou shalt 
be blest. I come from the wharf.” 

VILLAGER: “And where are you going?” 

CAPITANI: “To the trading station.” 

VILLAGER: “Aia! And what to do at the 
trading station?” 

CAPITANI: “To sell my cargo—my mus- 
lin, my candles, my paper, my dried fruits.” 

VILLAGER: “Aia! We shall have good 
buying then.” 

CAPITANI: 
ing.” 

VILLAGER: “We-shall meet again, Cap- 
itani.” 

CAPITANI: “We shall meet again.” 

VILLAGER: “So good-by.” 

CAPITANI: “Good-by.” 

Now, if. I should meet that person 
again the same day, this is what would be 
said. 

VILLAGER: “Capitani, thou shalt be 
blest. Art thou finished at the trading sta- 
tion?” 


“You shall have good buy- 
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CAPITANI: “Sir, thou shalt be blest.. I 
am finished.” 

VILLAGER: “And whither now?” 

CAPITANI: “I go to my ship.” 

VILLAGER: “To do what in thy ship?” 

CAPITANI: “To go to rest.” 

VILLAGER: “Aia! We shall meet again.” 

CAPITANI: “We shall meet again.” 

VILLAGER: “So good-by.” 

CAPITANI: “Good-by.” 

This form never changes—to change it 
would be very bad manners indeed. It al- 
ways takes up a good deal of time, especially 
if one thing leads to another. But that is the 
barest minimum of talk you can hope to 
get away with! It is all very interesting, 
the different customs everywhere. And 
sometimes, if you don’t know the customs, 
you may seem to be insulting. And that's 
how I was embarrassed again—twice! 

During one visit I was talking to a village 
chief, and I remarked about the bad man- 


ners of a man who had just spat right past 
my ear, and only just missed hitting me. 


The chief looked at me 
gravely, and then _ said: 
“Capitani, your words are 
true. It is bad. But before 
you speak further of the bad 
manners of my people, care 
for your act that has offended two close 
friends of mine. Your words will be useless 
if you continue your discourtesy among us.” 
I was at once upset to think that I had 
been discourteous, and asked this chief what 
I had done. I told him to speak freely and 
tell the truth. 
esterday,” he replied, “you walked be- 
tween my son and the wife of a village 
elder as they were talking across the street, 
and you did not ask their forgiveness.” It 
appears that when two persons are talking 
across your path as you approach, and you 
want to pass between them, you must stop 
and ask permission, with these words: “E 
matauninga te aba? [“Are the people of- 
fended?”}” Of course I would have been 
assured at once that no one would be of- 


Tearia sat with eyes closed and began to speak in a low monotone, as if reading from a book. 
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fended, and then I could go on, but only if I 
bowed my head and shoulders. 

Of course, I made haste to contact the 
offended ones, and ever since have always 
remembered to bob under people's noses 
whenever I am in that section of the is- 
lands! 

There were other customs I had to learn 
too. The first time I visited the chief's 
house I got myself in trouble. I was asked 
if I would like a drink of coconut milk. 
When I said Yes, the chief sent his little 
daughter of seven years, Marara, to fetch 
a nut. She returned with it opened, and gave 
it to me, saying, “Thou shalt be blest.” I 
said, “Thank you,” of course, took the nut, 
swallowed the milk, and then handed back 
the empty nut. The little girls’s eyes opened 
wide, and she looked at me as if I had 
slapped her. There was a grunt from the 
chief, and he spoke several words to the 
upset little girl, who then disappeared, 
looking back over her shoulder at me as if 
I was a wild man. 

“What did I do to offend the little one?” 
I asked humbly, remembering the difficulty 
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that arose when I passed between the two 
speaking people. 

“Ah, Capitani, you did not speak the 
words of good manners to little Marara.” 

“And what are they?” I asked. 

“After receiving the nut, you should have 
said, ‘Thou shalt be blest,’ and then passed 
it back for her to take a sip of courtesy. 
Then she would give it to you again, and 
you would say, ‘Blessings and peace,’ before 
drinking the milk. Marara is greatly 
shocked at your bad manners, but I have 
reminded her that you are a stranger among 
us, and all is well.” All this was spoken 
with the utmost kindness, at which no of- 
fense could possibly be taken. Well, you 
learn all the time. 

I found everywhere that the people are 
very friendly toward the whites, quite dif- 
ferent from other islands of the South Seas. 
I wondered why, and eventually found out. 
It is a fascinating story, which I heard from 
the lips of Tearia of Tabiang, an old wrin- 
kled lady whose task was to hand down 
the ancient traditions of her people. I will 

To page 14 
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Let’s get 100,000 cans this Halloween! 


1,259 CANS IN THE RAIN! 


By LAWRENCE MAXWELL 


| AM going to boast a little—but not 
about myself! It’s my Juniors I'm very 
proud of. 

Last year, as it came near time for Hal- 
loween, I talked to them in Sabbath school 
about going out to collect cans for the needy. 
They were all enthusiastic about the plan, 
and many of them said they would come. 

Then Halloween arrived. 

It rained all day. 

“Shall I cancel the campaign?” I thought. 
“Surely I shouldn’t ask the children to go 
out in this terrible weather.” 

I hoped the rain would stop before eve- 
ning, but as I went to the church at five to 
six, rain was still falling. “Probably I should 
call it off,” I thought. 

And then I remembered how much work 
that would be. Imagine telephoning all those 
Juniors to tell them not to come. Besides, I 

To page 17 
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JMV’s of Fredericksburg, Virginia, brought in this 
large pile of cans as their part in the Cans for 
the Needy campaign. How many will you get this year? 





Don’t try to count all these cans. There are twelve hundred and fifty-nine of them (including the 
ones you can’t see). And if the JMV’s look a little damp, there’s a reason. They are soaking wet! 
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LOCKED IN THE CLOSET 


By ELLEN E. 


8 LLY and his pet terrier, Scuffy, stopped 
on the sidewalk to watch the men at 
work on the new house being built on a 
corner two blocks from his home. The men 
soon stopped their work and gathered their 
tools. “It must be quitting time,” Billy 
said to Scuffy, and Scuffy wagged his stubby 
tail in reply. 

Some of the workmen smiled at the boy 
and his dog as they left the house. Billy 
waited till all of them were out of sight, 
then called to Scuffy, “Let’s go inside.” 

Scuffy was always ready for new adven- 
ture, and he romped gladly at Billy’s heels. 
In a few minutes they were snooping about 
the rooms of the partly finished house. 
Since the outside walls were already up, 
they did not see the car that stopped in 
front, or the three people who got out. 

Billy didn’t know anyone was near until 
he heard footsteps and voices on the front 
porch. “Somebody’s coming!” he whispered 
hoarsely. “Come on, Scuffy! We've got to 
hide before they see us!” Billy remembered 
a small closet in a back room and raced for 
it, Scuffy right behind him. They jumped 
into the closet and pulled the door shut, 
scarcely daring to breathe for fear of being 
discovered. 
~ Billy held Scuffy close to his side, and 
listened to the muffled voices of the three 
people as they walked through the different 
rooms. From the words he caught, he de- 
cided it must be the couple who were hav- 
ing the house built, being shown around by 
the man who was in charge of the building. 
It certainly would never do for them to 
catch Billy and his dog here! 

The footsteps and voices came nearer 
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until they were in the very room where the 
two were hiding. Billy was sure they would 
hear the thumping of his heart if they got 
any closer. Even Scuffy stopped wagging his 
tail, as if he were trying to be quiet too. 

“This is the closet for this bedroom,” a 
man’s voice explained, and Billy heard a 
hand start to turn the knob of the door to 
the closet where he was hiding. “It’s just 
like the one in the other bedroom.” 

“There’s no need for us to look into it, 
then,” a woman’s voice answered. The hand 
was removed from the knob and the foot- 
steps left the room. Billy let out a long 
breath. 

“Whew! They almost found us!” he 
whispered. He listened carefully and heard 
the footsteps and voices leave the house. 
Then there was the muffled sound of a 
car starting and driving away. 

“IT think it’s safe to leave now,” he told 
Scuffy, and stood up. He placed his hand on 
the doorknob. But it wouldn’t turn! Franti- 
cally he tried again and again. The door- 
knob would not budge, either to the right 
or to the left. 

“We can’t get out!” he exclaimed to 
Scuffy. “The man who started to open the 
door must have locked it accidentally when 
he put his hand on the knob.” Billy was 
trying hard to be calm as he thought out 
loud. “I wonder what we should do now.” 

“Help! Help!” he called at the top of his 
voice, but there was no response. He re- 
membered that there were no houses close 
enough for anyone to hear a boy shouting 
from a closed closet. Then he wondered 
how long it would be before he would be 
missed at home. 
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Supper would be ready in about fifteen 
more minutes, and Mother, Dad, Dave, and 
Jane would be sitting down to eat. But 
Billy and Scuffy were not always as prompt 
as they should be about getting home for 
supper, and the family would think they had 
just been careless about the time again. 
“I wish I had been more careful about 
coming home on time,” Billy mumbled mis- 
erably. “It will be at least an hour before 
anyone starts to look for us, and who knows 
how long it will take them to find us after 
that!” Scuffy whined in sympathy. 

Just thinking about supper made Billy 
hungry, and that made him more unhappy 
than ever. The little strip of daylight that 
showed under the door was getting duller, 
and Billy knew night was approaching. 
The closet was getting darker and the air 
was stuffy. There was no danger of suffocat- 
ing, but the closet was a small, uncomfort- 
able place to be trapped in for several hours. 

“Well, we might as well sit down while 
we wait,” Billy said, slumping to a sitting 
position. “We may be here till the men 
come back to work tomorrow morning!” 
That was true, but Billy wished he hadn't 
said it, for the thought of being a prisoner 
all night in a dark, cold closet was not a 
pleasant one. 

He turned his collar up and zipped his 
jacket as the night air crept through the 
open house. He put an arm about Scuffy 
and held him close. “At least we have each 
other to keep ourselves warm,” he said to 
his pet, and Scuffy reached up and gave 
Billy a friendly lick on the cheek. 

The crack under the door became com- 
pletely dark. Billy hoped his family was 
looking for them by now. In the distance he 
heard a voice. He listened intently. David 
was calling his name! 

Overjoyed, Billy jumped to his feet and 
pounded on the door. “Here I am!” he 
shouted. “Here I am!” But David's voice 
moved farther and farther away until he 
could not hear it any more. More unhappy 
than ever, Billy sank down to the closet 
floor again. “Nobody will ever think of 
coming here to look for us.” 

For what seemed like ages there were 
no sounds close to the house. Then Billy 
heard footsteps approaching. They were 
coming into the house! Billy jumped up 
and pounded on the door. Scuffy barked. 

“Billy!” It was Dave's voice again! 
“Where are you?” 
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Almost hoarse from shout- 
ing, Billy cried out, “Here, 
Dave, in the closet.” His 
voice seemed almost lost in 
the stuffy darkness, but Dave 
heard and came nearer. Fi- 
nally Billy saw the welcome beam of a flash- 
light under the door, and heard Dave quickly 
turn the knob and open the door. 

Billy tumbled eagerly into his older 
brother's arms. 

“Oh, Dave!” he exclaimed in relief. “I 
thought we'd be there all night. I couldn't 
make anybody hear me!” 

“I decided to look here when I remem- 
bered how much I used to like to snoop 
around new houses,’ Dave said, tousling 
Billy's hair and reaching down to scratch 
Scuffy’s ear. “It’s dangerous playing around 
places that are being built.” He looked 
closely at the doorknob, after Billy told 
him how it had locked accidentally. “There's 
something wrong with it,” Dave said. “The 

To page 17 





“Help!” cried Billy, pounding on the door, but no one 
heard. He was locked in, and night was coming on. 






































These Commandments Are Mine—2 





Almeda carried 
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pared went out of the room. He had just 
laid a quarter on Almeda’s dressing table 
while she sat there combing her hair for Sab- 
bath school. Then he went on to give Connie 
and Gaylord and Pauline their quarters. An- 
nie, Almeda’s big sister, had baby-sitting 
jobs three evenings a week, and had told 
Daddy happily that she would pay her own 
offering from now on. She even paid tithe, 









































Annie did. Almeda saw her making out her 
envelope this morning, with a new ball point 
pen Uncle Frank had given her. 

Tithe m3 

Church expense .10 

Almeda had seen her put 35 cents in the 

envelope for Sabbath school last week, and 
deep down in her heart, Almeda felt very, 
very jealous. 
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GLOVE 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


“She's only thirteen and I’m eleven,” she 
stormed to herself. “She can go right into a 
ten-cent store and get ribbon and anklets 
and a bottle of hand lotion without even 
asking Mamma, while I have to ask permis- 
sion for every little thing. It’s not fair!” 

Ugly, fuming jealousy almost made Al- 
meda hate Annie. 

“She gets everything,” she told herself 
angrily. “Me, I get nothing. Mamma 
wouldn't even give me a dime to get 
that perfume that was on sale last 
week. They like Annie better than 
they do me.” 

Almeda refused to think of the 
reason her mother had given for not 
passing out dimes freely. She had 
said, “Dear, we have to be very sav- 
ing, for Margaret’s bill from the 
academy and the tuition for church 
school come out of our money this 
week. Besides, Gaylord needs shoes, 
and you need rubbers.” 

“Only a dime,” Almeda sneered. 
“Just a little dime.” And with an 
angry, rebellious heart she put on 
the green jumper and the white ba- 
tiste blouse Mamma had made for 
her. She planted her green tam on 
her head and started out for Sabbath 
school. 

Then an idea struck her. It wasn’t 
a good idea, or a sweet happy thought 
either. But Almeda grinned with 
pleasure the more she considered it. 
The church was only a few blocks 






























“Bill,” said Almeda sweetly to the academy 
boy standing on the steps, “please give 
me a nickel and two dimes for a quarter.” 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 











away, and she walked by herself this morn- 
ing, for she wanted to carry out her plan. 

Everything worked out just as she wanted 
it to. Bill Hallford, back from the academy 
on a visit, was standing on the front steps 
when she got there. She ran up to him 
breathlessly. 

“Bill, Bill,’ she said. “Have you got 
change for a quarter? Two dimes and a 
nickel, please,” and she smiled up into his 
handsome face. She hoped he had them, 
because a nickel could look a lot like a 
quarter if she held it right, and Paulie and 
Connie wouldn't notice. Then she would 
have the two dimes for her own. In ten 
weeks, only to the middle of November, 
she’d have two dollars. By New Year's she'd 
have 

“Why, yes, Almeda,” the big fellow said, 
smiling down at here. “Going to divide up 
your offering, eh? Let me guess. Dime for 
Sabbath school, dime for church offering, 
and a nickel for Sabbath school expense. 
That’s a good girl!” He was sorting coins 
in his hand while he spoke. 

“Here’s your nickel,’ he said. “Now, I 
want two coins,’ he mused. “Two coins 
with the image and superscription of a 
dime.” Bill had an unusual way of describ- 
ing things, Almeda remembered. Picking 
out the dimes, he took Almeda’s quarter, 
gave her a brotherly pat on the head and be- 
gan to whistle softly, “I gave, I gave My 
life for thee, What hast thou given for 
Me?” 

Slowly Almeda climbed the church steps. 
“Image and superscription,” he’d said. Just 
like Daddy had read that Jesus said in the 
Bible, when He was talking about giving 
Caesar and God the things that belonged to 
them. 

All of a sudden her plan seemed cheap 
and ugly. The Junior room was at one end 
of the basement. She went in and sat down 
and did not feel either good or happy. 

She saw Annie come in, smiling at ev- 
eryone. Even though Almeda was jealous, 
she knew Annie was good. Only last week 
Annie had bought Almeda a little pleated 
scarf she’d wanted. And she had bought 
Gaylord a pocketknife too. 
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Just before Sabbath school class the Jun- 
iors drilled a little on some Friend require- 
ments. There was to be an Investiture soon. 

“Almeda, please say the first two com- 
mandments,” the teacher said. Almeda 
arose. She repeated the first commandment 
correctly. But she stumbled on the second 
one. 
“*Thou shalt not make unto thee any 
graven image,” she started. Then she 
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STORY HOUR 
By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


When Father tells us stories, 
Susan, Jim, and me, 

We always go on journeys 
To lands across the sea. 


Sometimes we visit England, 
Sometimes we journey to 
Australia, called "down under," 
And see a kangaroo. 


Sometimes we go to Egypt, 
But no matter where we roam, 
When the stories all are ended 
We find ourselves at home. 
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stopped. She could feel the tiny dimes, thin 
little graven images she had made unto 
herself, down in her glove finger. “I don’t 
know that one very well,” she stammered. 

“Learn it then, dear,” the teacher said. 
“Connie, can you say it?” 

While her sister was reciting the com- 
mandment, Almeda asked the boy who sat 
next to her to give her a quarter for two 
dimes and a nickel. 
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“What's the difference?” he asked, puz- 
zled, as he made the exchange. 

“A lot,” whispered Almeda, taking the 
quarter and smiling very happily. “Oh, such 
a lot!” 





An Amazing Legend 
From page 8 


always remember that gaunt woman with 
the sharp face and the keen eyes, and her 
flowing mane of silver hair. Marara was 
my little guide and took me to Tearia’s hut. 
I found her wearing her grass skirt, with a 
scarlet flower in her silver hair. 

When she was ready we sat down and 
began to talk. “Tell me, Tearia,” I began, 
after the customary words of courtesy. “Why 
are the people of these islands so friendly 
to the white man? In other islands we 
meet with suspicion and hatred, but here it 
has been different.” 

“Capitani,” she replied, taking my hand 
in hers, “it is easy to tell. The ancient his- 
tories of our people tell us that once in the 
long ago our ancestors were fair-skinned 
like yourself. When we see you, we see but 
our own kin. Au of the Rising Sun—our 
greatest hero, Riki—who read the stars, and 
Nimanoa—whose knowledge of the sea 
brought us safely to these islands, were all 
fair-skinned and blue-eyed, and were de- 
scended from our fair-skinned ancestors 
who lived in that glorious land of Matang, 
far across the sea where the land is great, 
and not just little islands such as we live on 
here.” 

At this point Tearia heaved a sigh. “Aia! 
Land of Matang! When will we go back to 
you! It was an evil day when our first 
parents did wickedly, and left the land of 








Matang!” Tearia sat with eyes closed, face ) 
agonized, her mind back in the past. 

“The land of Matang?” I murmured 
softly. “Where is the land of Matang?” a 


Without opening her eyes Tearia began 
to speak in a low monotone as if reading 
from a book. I cannot remember her exact 
words, but this was the substance of what iy 
she said. “The land of Matang was the [i 
home of the first ancestors of our race. It 
was inhabited by a fair-skinned, blue-eyed, 
happy people. No land ever seen by man 
was as beautiful as that land. It was great, 
it was high, many were its mountains, all 

To page 16 


By LEILA DAVIDSON 


N THE early spring of 1941, in Portland, 
Oregon, a young couple closed and locked 

their hotel room and rode the elevator to 

the ground floor, where they gave their 

key to the clerk at the desk. 

It was Sabbath, and they were on their 
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JAM BEHIND THE DOOR 


way to church. But this time they wouldn't 
catch the bus. True, the church was quite 
far away, but this morning they had no 
money. John had been without work for 
some time. In desperation the young couple 
had come to Portland, and John had found 


work, but his salary was limited, 
and the two of them hadn’t been 
able to afford an apartment yet. 

Mary fixed cold lunches in 
their dingy hotel room, but often 
they were very small. When 
there was enough money they 
would buy a warm meal in a res- 
taurant. But it had been several 
weeks now since they had had a 
good meal. 

This Friday they had eaten al- 
most all the food in their room, 
knowing that John would get his 
small check in the afternoon. 
Anxiously Mary had listened for 
the elevator door to slam, telling 
of John’s return. Lower and 
lower the sun sank, but still 
John was not back. Finally he 
did come—just as the sun slipped 
behind the distant hills. 

They discussed their problem. 
Should they cash their check on 
Sabbath and buy lunch supplies? 
They would have nothing to eat 
except a little bread and water 
if they didn’t. But after talking 
the matter over they decided to 
wait until after the Sabbath. 
Many people had fasted longer 


Determined not to break the Sabbath, 
Mary and John thanked God for the 
food they had—plain bread and water. 
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than one day. So they ate a slice of bread 
and went to bed, trying not to think how 
hungry they were. 

Both felt weak after their long walk to 
church Sabbath morning. But they had a 
wonderful spiritual feast listening to the 
minister's message. Secretly, they both 
wished some kindly soul would invite them 
home for dinner. 

As the strains of the last hymn faded 
away, they lingered among the people. The 
folks were friendly, and many spoke to 
them. But at last everyone was gone, and 
John and Mary started back to their hotel 
room to eat the last two or three pieces of 
bread. 

All along the way they discussed the ser- 
mon. But finally they confessed to each 
other how they had both hoped to be in- 
vited home for dinner. They laughed and 
made plans for the afternoon. They de- 
cided to take a short walk to the park to 
watch the animals, study their Bibles, and 
then go to town in the evening after Sab- 
bath to cash the check and buy a small 
supply of groceries. 

Arriving at their hotel, they stopped for a 
moment to get their key at the desk and 
call for any mail that might have come. 
There was none. Stepping into the elevator, 
they rode to the fourth floor, walked to their 
door, and unlocked it. Immediately their 
eyes saw something on their dresser that 
had not been there before. 

Two jars of jam! A note said, “I thought 
you might enjoy this.” There was no name 
or signature on the paper. The door had 
been locked all morning! Who could have 
brought them? 

“The maid!” suggested John hopefully. 

“No,” answered Mary. “She cleans on this 
floor in the afternoon. That would be im- 
possible.” 

“Well, who else then?” 

It was a good question, and to this day 
John and Mary do not know who placed 
the jam behind the locked door. They knew 
that God was honoring them for keeping 
His day holy. 

To them that jam was a symbol of God’s 
care and an assurance of better things to 
come. And so it worked out. For soon 
work picked up. John got a better job, and 
the young couple were never in want again. 

“Bread shall be given him; his waters 
shall be sure,” God promised. Sometimes He 
adds a bit of jam, too, just for love! 
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An Amazing Legend 
From page 14 


manner of trees were there, and great rivers 
of fresh water. The trees were heavy with 
fruit, and the lakes were filled with great 
fish. There was no hunger and no thirst in 
that place. No cold winds nor hot winds 
blew, and the people did not know death. 

“The Great God Nakaa dwelt there, and 
he planted two great pandaaus palms there, 
one a woman's tree, the other a man’s 
tree. The Great God Nakaa forbade the 
man to go to the woman's tree until a 
certain time, but the man went, and the 
tree of the woman became the tree of 
death. The tree that the man had left be- 
came the tree of life, and the Great God 
Nakaa kept that tree in the land of Matang, 
and the people were driven out never to 
return. However, they were allowed to take 
the tree of death with them. As they were 
leaving, the Great God Nakaa picked 
leaves from the tree of the woman and 
threw them at the people, and each leaf 
became a terrible disease that has been 
with us to this day. 

“But the Great God Nakaa made a prom- 
ise to the people. Someday, he said, he 
would send Au, the Great Prince of the 
Rising Sun, with all his fair-skinned host, 
to save us, and to take us back to Matang. 
Au is the hope of our people.” 

The old lady became silent. Then she 
resumed her story. 

“And so when the white man was first 
seen in these parts nearly two hundred 
years ago, the people said, ‘Behold, the 
breed of Matang is returned to us. These 
folks are also of the company of the tree. 
Let us receive them as chiefs and brothers 
among us, lest the ancestors be shamed.’ And 
they called the white people I-Matang, 
which means Inhabitants of Matang.” 

The old lady opened her eyes as if she 
had awakened from a dream. I found later 
that the closed eyes were to help her con- 
centrate. Every word she had repeated had 
been memorized, and had been passed down 
in that exact form for centuries. Of course 
she said much more than I have told you 
here, and years later I heard her telling the 
story to another, and it was the same, word 
for word! 

That night, after an evening meal with 
the commissioner of the island, I sat for a 
time alone on the veranda of the residency, 
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with the cool evening breeze caressing my 
cheek and bearing on its ceaseless flow the 
scent of the lilies. I thought about Teari’s 
story. How similar it was to the story of 
the Garden of Eden! Man and woman in a 
paradise home. Man chooses to stay with 
the woman and the tree of her choice, and 
because of this disobedience they are both 
cast out. And Au, the Prince of the Rising 
Sun? Why, that would be the promised 
Redeemer, the one who would bruise the 
serpent’s head and bring back the Garden 
of Eden again—none other than Jesus! 

Amazing! These people had passed 
down the story of the Garden of Eden 
from ancient times. No Bible, just these 
old people, such as Tearia, repeating the 
whole story from memory. I wondered 
whether somehow a little bit of Christianity 
had become woven into the stories after 
the missionaries came, and so I made a 
point of returning to Tearia and asking if 
such had been the case. 

She shook her head and smiled. “Ah Cap- 
itani! These words I learned from my 
grandfather, who never followed the Chris- 
tian way. The same words were those re- 
ceived from his grandfather, and so he as- 
sured me.” As the years went by, I was to 
discover that all through the islands of the 
Pacific the legends are much the same. 

I haven't stopped thinking about the 
matter. Tearia’s sigh for the land of Matang 
made me sigh for the peaceful days of 
Eden. The Good Book says Eden is to be 
restored. The tree of life will be in it. And 
the Good Book also says that the Great 
Prince, the Lord Jesus, is coming to take 
His people to live there. Here, let me turn 
up my ship’s Bible, and finish this yarn 
with a few choice verses. 

“And he shewed me a pure river of 
water of life, clear as crystal, proceeding out 
of the throne of God and of the Lamb. 

“In the midst of the street of it, and on 
either side of the river, was there the tree of 
life, which bare twelve manner of fruits, 
and yielded her fruit every month: and the 
leaves of the tree were for the healing of the 
nations. 

“And there shall be no more curse. 

“Behold, I come quickly; and my reward 
is with me, to give every man according as 
his work shall be. . . . 

“Let him that is athirst come. And who- 
soever will, let him take the water of life 
freely” (Rev. 22:1-17). 


Locked in the Closet 
From page 11 


inside knob is stuck. It won't turn at all. 
No wonder you couldn't get out!” 

“I surely was foolish,” Billy exclaimed, 
“for not trying the knob before pulling the 
door shut.” 

“Well, kid,’ Dave said affectionately, 
“let's go tell the family you're found. 
They're all out looking for you.” 

“Sorry I caused so much trouble, Dave,” 
Billy said ruefully. “And I can tell you this 
—that’s the last time I ever go to play in an 
empty house again. I might not be so 
lucky the next time!” 





1,259 Cans in the Rain! 
Froviz page 9 


reasoned, they knew it was raining, and if 
they wanted to come, I should not stop 
them. 

I walked into the Junior room. Only one 
Junior was there. “We are going, aren't 
we?” he said anxiously. “Let’s wait a while 
and see,” I said. 

Then it happened. 

The Juniors began streaming into that 
room until there were eighty-seven of them 
there. Eighty-seven of them willing to go 
out on a stormy, rainy night to do a good 
turn for people in need. 

For two hours that evening they worked 
hard. Rain streamed down. Their clothes 
were soaked—for many of them hadn't 
bothered to bring raincoats. Their bags, 
soggy with water, frequently broke, scatter- 
ing cans all over the sidewalks! Two boys, 
working together, carried a cement sack 
slung over their shoulder in which they col- 
lected about fifty cans. Two other boys 
went through five bags and brought home 
seventy cans. 

And when all were added up, we found 
that those eighty-seven Juniors working in 
the rain had brought in 1,259 cans. See 
why I’m proud of them? 

But my Juniors weren’t the only ones 
who went out last year collecting cans for 
the needy. All across the country other 
Juniors were also doing missionary work, 
and all who did had a wonderful time. 
Take a look at that picture of the Juniors of 
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Fredericksburg, Virginia. You can tell at a 
glance they enjoyed themselves, and the 
needy people who received their cans were 
mighty happy too. 

This year far more Juniors will be taking 
part in the Halloween Cans for the Needy 
campaign. Ask someone in your church to 
get things organized so you can have a 
part. The school teacher, the Pathfinder di- 
rector, the Sabbath school leader, are all 
good people to lead out. 

If possible, plan to leave about six 
o'clock. The longer you spend _ soliciting, 
the more cans you'll get. Then, after you 
come back, pile up the cans, gather round 
them, and have someone take a picture. 
Give the picture to the editor of your town 
newspaper (the public relations secretary 
in your church is the person who should do 
this), and send a copy to me at the JUNIOR 
GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 

Then, after the picture is taken, play 
some games and go home happy in the 
knowledge that you have spent the evening 
well. 
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Who Was He? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was one of the seven deacons. 

He was a man full of faith and the Holy Ghost. 

He did great wonders and miracles among the 
people. 

He was accused of blasphemy. 

His accusers “saw his face as it had been the 
face of an angel.” 

Unable to endure his plain preaching, his enemies 
stoned him to death. 

See Acts 6 and 7. 


Men and Animals 


By MARIE KNOTT 
Match the men with the animals. 


1. Daniel (Dan. 6:16) 
2. David (1 Sam. 16:11) 
3. Jonah (Jonah 1:17) 
4. Samson (Judges 15:4) 
5. Elisha (2 Kings 2:24) 
a. bears 
b. fish 
c. foxes 
d. lions 
e. sheep 
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The Vanished Stain 
From page 3 


“You know what I'd like?” said Dianne. 

“What?” asked Rita. 

“Spinach soup,” said Dianne. 

“Oh, no!” said Rita. “How dreadful!” 

“It’s lovely,” said Dianne. “My mother 
often makes it. First you clean the spinach, 
then you mix it with oil and, well, all sorts 
of things. | know how.” 

Rita didn’t like the idea very much, but 
she looked around and found the things 
Dianne wanted. In a little while the spin- 
ach was cooking in a pot on the stove. 

“Doesn't it smell nice?” said Dianne as 
the strange mixture began to boil. 

“Not bad,” said Rita. “But I've smelled 
nicer things.” 

“Oh, you wait,” said Dianne. 
haven't tasted it yet. It’s scrumptious.” 

Pretty soon Dianne said she thought the 
soup was ready and poured it out into two 
dishes. 

“Where shall we eat it?” she asked. 


“You 


Old Testament Quiz 


By LANELLE MARSH KANTHACK 


Place a check beside the answer you believe is 
correct. 


1. What is the first book of Moses called? 


(a) Job 
(b) Psalms 
(c) Genesis 


2. Who learned a valuable lesson by spending three 
days in a whale? 
(a) Joshua 
(b) Job 
(c) Jonah 


3. Give the name of the woman who left her people 
to go with her mother-in-law to a new land. 
(a) Orpah 
(b) Ruth 
(c) Rebekah 


4. To whom did God give the Ten Commandments? 
(a) Aaron 
(b) Jacob 
(c) Moses 

5. Who was famous for his wisdom? 
(a) David 
(b) Solomon 
(c) Adam 
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“On the kitchen table,” said Rita. “Then 
it won't matter if we spill.” 

“Not in the kitchen!” said Dianne. “This 
is a party! Let’s go in the living room and 
sit on the sofa. We won't make a mess.” 

“We'd better not,’ said Rita. “I don’t 
know what my mother and dad would do to 
me if I messed up their beautiful new sofa.” 

“Oh, come on!” said Dianne, leading the 
way. “Everything will be all right.” 

They sat on the sofa with the soup dishes 
in their laps. 

Then it happened. Just how I don’t know, 
but as Rita moved to make herself more 
comfortable, her plate tipped and the oily 
soup spilled all over one of Mother's pretty 
cushions and trickled down onto the sofa. 

“Oh dear!” cried Rita. “Whatever will 
Mother say!” 

“Get a cloth and wipe it up quick!” cried 
Dianne. 

They got two cloths and wiped and wiped, 
but, try as they would, they couldn't re- 
move the stain. 

The evening was spoiled. Both girls felt 
miserable. They knew there was trouble 
ahead. By and by Dianne said she thought 
it was time she went home. 

Left to herself, Rita kept staring and star- 
ing at the stain. What could she do? She 
didn’t know. 

She turned the cushion over so Daddy 
wouldn’t see the stain when he first came 
in. But she knew that wouldn't hide it 
long. 

Then, in desperation, she flung herself 
on her knees and told Jesus how very, 
very sorry she was for what she had done 
and how she had tried her best to remove 
the stain and failed. Would He take it away, 
please? 

Then she went to bed and fell asleep. 

Next morning she got up very early and 
hurried downstairs. 

Going into the living room, she picked 
up the cushion and turned it over. Believe 
it or not, there was no stain. Mysteriously, 
wonderfully, it had vanished. 

Oh, you say, Uncle Arthur, you made 
that one up! 

No, I didn’t. It’s true. I know. Rita told 
me herself. In her letter, which I have in 
front of me at this moment, she says, “When 
I prayed I promised Jesus that if there was 
no stain in the morning, I would write and 
tell you about it.” 

So that’s why she wrote me. And that’s 





why I am sure her story must be true. 
Maybe Mother helped a bit while Rita was 
asleep. 1 don’t know. Anyway, the stain was 
gone. 

And, do you know, Rita learned a won- 
derful lesson out of this. She discovered 
the glorious truth that Jesus is the stain- 
remover. An old Bible text glowed with 
new light for her: “Come now, and let us 
reason together, saith the Lord: though 
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TALKING WITH JESUS 
By VIRGINIA D. RANDALL 


I love to talk with Jesus 
As Autumn's cold winds blow; 
| hear His voice in bird songs, 
In tree leaves rustling low. 


He whispers in the moonlight 
On Indian-summer eves; 

He laughs with gurgling waters; 
He smiles on harvest sheaves. 


God's tender love surrounds me. 
He will not let me stray. 

| hear Him say: “Help others, 
Keep smiling, love, and pray.” 


OOO OOOO 


your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white 
as snow; though they be red like crimson, 
they shall be as wool.” 

Yes, Jesus can remove the very worst 
stains—even crimson ink, or spinach soup, 
or the mark left by some dreadful sin. And 
He will remove them for you, too, if you 
ask Him. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


V—As Meek As Moses 


(NOVEMBER 2) 


Memory VERSE: “Esteeming the reproach of 
Christ greater riches than the treasures in 
Egypt: for he had respect unto the recompence 
of the reward” (Hebrews 11:26). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


This week’s memory verse is a continuation 
of last week’s, so before you read or repeat this 
week’s, say last week’s, and then you will have 
the full message of this wonderful passage. Read 
Numbers 20:1 to 13. 


SUNDAY 


How Moses’ Selflessness and Goodness Were 
Seen 


Open your Bible to Exodus 32. 


After the law was given on Mount Sinai, Moses 
spent a long time on the mountain while God 
gave him important instructions about the taber- 
nacle and the keeping of the law. In the mean- 
time the children of Israel became impatient and 
distrustful. They persuaded Aaron to make them 
a god they could see—like the gods they had 
seen back in Egypt. Verses 3 to 5 will tell you 
how Aaron yielded to their persuadings. 

But you can just imagine how Moses felt when 
he came down from the mountain. It had been 
only a few days since there had been a wonder- 
ful consecration service, and here they were, 
worshiping a golden idol and feasting like the 
heathen! God could not let such a great offense 
go unpunished, for the example to the surround- 
ing nations would have been disastrous. Those 
who refused to repent for their apostasy were 
severely punished. Moses was afraid that God 
might blot them all out. Read what he proposed 
to do, in verse 30. 

Although Moses had been terribly disappointed 
and heartbroken over the apostasy, he loved his 
people dearly. Going back to the mount he 
prayed for them. Read his prayer, in verses 31 
and 32. 

What amazing love! What amazing selflessness! 
No wonder Moses has been called the meekest 
man in the world! No wonder when people are 
utterly selfless we say they are as meek as Moses! 
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For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 326, par. 3. 

THINK! As you read about Moses’ unselfish love 
as seen in his willingness to give up his place 
in heaven for the rebellious children of Israel, 
think how Jesus gave up heaven to suffer with 
and for His children. 

Pray to have the selflessness and meekness 
that Moses had. 


MONDAY 
No Place for Jealousy 


Open your Bible to Numbers 11. 

After a long encampment at Sinai the children 
of Israel moved forward toward Kadesh on the 
borders of the Promised Land, but they had not 
gone far when they began to complain loudly. 
They were dissatisfied with the food! They 
thought about the fish and the melons and other 
fresh fruits and vegetables they used to get in 
Egypt, and they despised the manna God freely 
provided for them. This was almost too much 
for Moses! Added to his other responsibilities, to 
have to listen to the whining complaints of these 
dissatisfied ones was more than he could take. 
However, he took his trouble to God. Look in 
verses 14 and 15 and see how he expressed his 
discouragement. 

God, of course, had a solution—as He always 
has for all our difficulties. You can read how He 
solved Moses’ problem in verses 16 and 17. 

So these seventy men were given God’s Spirit, 
that they might help to deal with the many com- 
plaints and help to instruct the people. Two of 
these men, Eldad and Medad, did not go up to 
the tabernacle with the other sixty-eight. They 
were humble men and felt unworthy. Neverthe- 
less, God’s Spirit fell on them too, and they 
prophesied. Hearing them, a young man ran to 
Moses to tell him. Joshua felt jealous for Moses, 
and told him to forbid them. But Moses felt no 
jealousy. Read what he said, in verse 29. So long 
as the Lord's work was accomplished he was 
happy whoever did it. He claimed no honor for 
himself. This is another sign of his great meek- 
ness—no trace of envy or jealousy. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 381, pars. 3-5. 














TuINK! Do you, like Moses, take your discour- 
agements to God in prayer? 

RESOLVE to be contented and never envious or 
jealous. 


TUESDAY 
Trouble in the Family 


Open your Bible to Numbers 12. 

It is a bad thing for envy and jealousy to be 
present among friends, schoolmates, and fellow 
workers, but it is worse when it comes into 
family life! That is what happened in Moses’ own 
family. Who gave trouble? You will find out as 
you read verse 1. Verse 2 will tell you what com- 
plaint Moses’ sister and brother made. 

The next verse tells us that Moses was very 
meek—more than anyone on earth. He did not 
seek a high place for himself, but only to serve 
God and his fellow Israelites. God Himself took 
the responsibility of bringing punishment on 
Miriam (the one who started the envious com- 
plaint). For a time she was allowed to become 


leprous. Verse 15 will tell you how long she had 
to remain outside the camp. 

“This manifestation of the Lord’s displeasure 
was designed to be a warning to all Israel, to 
check the growing spirit of discontent and in- 
subordination. If Miriam’s envy and dissatisfac- 
tion had not been signally rebuked, it would 
have resulted in great evil. Envy is one of the 
most satanic traits that can exist in the human 
heart, and it is one of the most baleful in its 
effects.”—-Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 385 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 384. 

THINK! Can you recollect a time when envy 
in your classroom or among your friends has 
led to trouble and heartbreak? 

RESOLVE to give no place to envy in your 
heart. 


WEDNESDAY 
Moses Shows Us What True Repentance Is 
Open your Bible to Numbers 20. 


True to His promise, God sent manna six days a week, with a double portion on Friday for the Sabbath. 
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Arrived at last at Kadesh, the people thought 
all would now be well, but they were faced with 
a serious problem. You can find out what it was 
by reading verse 2, first part. We see an inter- 
esting contrast here. Read what the people did 
in verse 2, second part, and verses 3 to 5, and 
then read verse 6 and see how differently Moses 
and Aaron acted in the face of difficulty. 

Once before God had told Moses to smite the 
rock and water would come forth (Exodus 17:6), 
but this time the Lord told Moses to take his rod 
and to speak to the rock before the people. He 
said it would bring forth water to meet their 
needs. But something went wrong with the way 
Moses carried out the instructions. Read verses 
10 and 11 and see how he let his impatience get 
the better of him. 

“The water gushed forth in abundance to 
satisfy the host. But a great wrong had been 
done. Moses had spoken from irritated feeling; 
his words were an expression of. human passion 
rather than of holy indignation because God 
had been dishonored.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 417. 

Because of this sin Moses was told that he 
himself would not be allowed to set foot on the 
Promised Land. What a disappointment it was! 
But Moses did not chafe under this punishment. 
He truly repented and took the responsibility for 
his show of weakness. 


THINK! Do you keep your temper under con- 
trol even when others are at fault and provoke 
you? 

Pray to acknowledge that you are at fault 
when you have done wrong. 


THURSDAY 
Moses Great Hope 

Open your Bible to Matthew 17. 

Moses did not enter the land to which he so 
faithfully guided the children of Israel. How- 
ever, one day God allowed him a great privilege. 
He led him to the top of a mountain overlooking 
the Promised Land. There he was able to see 
the beautiful fertile country that God had prom- 
ised to Abraham’s heirs long ago. He knew that 
it would soon be inhabited, and he was able to 
rejoice even though it would not be his privilege 
to lead the children of Israel into it. It was a 
lovely land of cedars and palm trees and vines, 
of fields rich with crops, of beautiful villages and 
fair cities, of brooks and lakes—for God showed 
it to him not as it was in the possession of the 
heathen but as it would be in the future. More 
than this, Moses was allowed to look down the 
passage of time and see the earth in even fairer 
form, renewed to Edenic beauty and with sin 
forever banished. This was the land that he chose 
to inherit—that was more precious to him than 
the palace life that he gave up to suffer with 
the people of God. 

Just after this wonderful vision Moses died. 
No one knew the spot that marked his grave, for 
angels laid this faithful servant to rest, and one 
day his beloved Master called him from the 
grave—the first to be resurrected—to go to live 
in a better land than the one he had given his life 


to find—the home in heaven. Read verses 1 to 
4 and see how Moses once made an appearance 
on earth during Christ's lifetime. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 472, pars. 2, 3. 

THINK of the choices before us—our own way 
and pleasures in this world or self-denial here 
and an eternity of happiness in the earth made 
new. 

RESOLVE to make the choice that Moses made. 


FRIDAY 


Review both last week’s memory verse and 
this week’s. What does this passage tell you 
about Moses’ choice? 

What do these words make you think of in 
our lesson? 

Gold. 

Blotting something out. 
Flesh and melons. 
Prophesying. 

Leprosy. 

A rod and a rock. 

A viewpoint. 

An unknown grave. 

9. An ambition realized. 

Do you think Moses made a wise choice? Do 
you think he would have been happier if he had 
remained in Pharaoh's palace? 


ZNO WN eH 





FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Elunia Babicka. Krakow 1, Skrytka pocztowa 
595/731, Poland, Europe. Stamps, coins, pets, swim- 
ming. 

Lynda Orvis, age 10. Box 24, Parkwater Station, 
Spokane, Washington, U.S.A. Horses, reading. 

Lolita Howland, age 11. 12935 5th Street, Yucaipa, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, hiking, 4-H Club ac- 
tivities, Pathfinder Club activities, music, sewing, 
cooking, reading. 

Patty Cash, age 12. 12566 6th Street, Yucaipa, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, hiking, Pathfinder Club, 
cooking, sewing, music. 

John Orlowski. 29 Greenbush, Cortland, New York, 
U.S.A. Stamps, coins, post cards. 

Indiana Laway, age 14. East Visayan Academy, 
P.O. Box 119, Cebu City, Philippines. Reading, hik- 
ing, singing, shells, coins, stamps, post cards, swim- 
ming. 

Eden Maristila Silud, age 15. East Visayan Acad- 
emy, P.O. Box 119, Cebu City, Philippines. Piano, 
cooking, biking, coins, stamps. 

Patria Osoria, age 14. East Visayan Academy, P.O. 
Box 119, Cebu City, Philippines. Post cards, flowers, 
cooking, sewing. 
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YES, OUR NEWEST AND MOST FASCINATING HOME GAME 
—FUN FOR ALL AGES. 


Educational and recreational. 


VEL 
FOLLOW THE THRILLING TRA ADVENTURES Large 14” x 2242” playing board. 


of ancient Israel in May be played by any number 
from two to six. 


“EGYPT to CANAAN” iceat for att family 


recreational situations. 


Ree otMEEY HOME FUN PACKET 
Bible Gaoks Gare : Consisting of eight fascinating family games 
_ Bible Seek Game aS 
- Bible Truth Game 
Spelling Game for Tiny Tots — 
Bible Groups & Be ee : 
John and Judas Game — _ “Where family life ends, 
Bible Journeys : juvenile delinquency begins.” 


Order <From YOUR BOOK and BIBLE HOUSE 


Washington 12, D.C. 
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FAMOUS MOUNTAINS—No. 1 


THE MATTERHORN 


Four men died the day the Matterhorn was first climbed. During that summer, Edward Whymper and 
his friends had tried six times to scale the peak from the Italian side, which looked like a gentle, easy 
slope. But every time they got about half way up they found dangerous rock overhangs they could not 
get over. In desperation they decided to climb on the Swiss side, shown here, and were successful. But 
on the way down, on July 14, 1865, four of the men slipped and fell out into space. The guide on the 
upper end of the rope leaped to a position where he could exert a strong pull on the rope, so as to hold 
the men up. But the rope, passing over a sharp rock, broke, and the men fell to their death. Only 
Whymper and two guides got down safely. Three days later, J. A. Carrel led a party to the top—on the 
Italian side! But tragedy struck again some years later. As Mr. Carrel was guiding a party down the 
mountain, a severe snowstorm overtook them. Carrel exerted his utmost strength to protect the party. 
As a result, all members of the party reached safety, but Carrel, exhausted, died. This mountain is in 
Switzerland and is 14,782 feet high. It is climbed many times every summer by tourists. 


24 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





